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“Poor Pa’s love of sport is intense; he hadn’t been in Cromer twenty-four hours when he started a Golf Club. The entrance fee is whatever you 
like to give, and the annual subscription is arranged on the same agrecable system. At present, however, Papa is the only duly qualified member; the 
children are merely honorary members. They play on the beach all day long, much to the annoyance and danger of the visitors. The casualties up to 
now are Miss Miffin, Spinster, of Bloomsbury, an eye put out; and Lord Frink, of Grosvenor Square, choked through swallowing his teeth.’—Tootsit. 


THE CARETAKER. 


1. “Isn't your husband down with you?" “No, 2. The above depicts i 
: Na, 2 the manner in which the dear, 8. And as for the babies; well, left to the tender 
paral amare: Hide remaining at home and mind- kind creature attends to his duties. “Don'tsh care care of Matilda Ann, they will probably be found dead 
Lita Bede and it 18 babies, Oh! whatadear, (Me); missis away. Nothin'sh like enjoysh oue’s self from suffocation, brought on by repeated fits of sob- 
e, sure! (rc), *Wou'tsh go ‘ome till murn’sh.’” o bing. As for the Lousé, burglars will attend to that. 
, 
- 


af 


A NICE YOUNG MAN. 


—_—— 


In Paris, on Monday, November 11th, 1823, commenced 
the trial of Dr. Castaing on a charge of murder. The 
prisoner, we read, was “a young man of fair complexion 
and an interesting figure, with a mild and gentle voice, and 
of peculiarly calm and decorous manners.” 

The table on which the articles necessary to the convie- 
tion of the peor were placed, did not, on this occasion, 
present any blood stained garments or any spoil taken from 
the bodies of the victims, but a formidable array of bottles, 
most of them containing poison—"“ Arctate de morphine.” 
Castaing was accused of murdering two young friends of 
his, brothers, Hippolyte and Auguste Ballet. At the murder 
of the first nanied Gekhee the second possibly connived, if, 
indeed, he were murdered at all, for Castaing was acquitted 
on this count. and fonnd guilty on the other by a majority 
of the jury of seven against tive, and he died, protesting his 
innocence. 

The death of one brother occurred about seven months 
before that of the other, and those who had made a post 
mortem examination, found no traces they could actually 
ascribe to poison, but they thought that his death was 
sudden, Inthe caseof the other brother, Anguste, the deat! 
was more sudden still. He and Castaing had gone tog ther 
ona pleasure trip to St. Cloud, and they put up there ata 
small hotel. One morning, at Aucuste's request, Castaing 
ordered a jug of new milk. Auguste poured it out,and they 


: 
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both drank, but, shortly afterwards, the former wis seized with a 
Violent ht of vomiting, A doctor was sent Sor and prescribed two 
draughts, that Castaing administered, a witness stating that, after 
one of them, the most alarming symptoms appeared, accompanied 
by strong convulsions, Also, it was proved that he had bought 


poison the day before of one chemist and an emetic of another,and | 


both these he admitted he had emptied down a sewer. He had, 
too, previous to the death of the other brother, it was stated, pur- 
chased. at various times, of a drugyist, large quantities of the poison 
named, saying that he wanted it to make experiments on animals. 
In the ease of the second brother, at the post mertem esamina- 
tion no trace of poison could be tonnd, and a physician, eighty 
vears of age, who was called for the defence, swore that he had 
known several instances of death under circumstances as extraor- 
dinary as those of Auguste, in which not the slightest grounds for 
supposing the deceased was poisoned was detected on opening 
their bodies, 
Against all this, however, came some ugly facts that were clearly 
roved. By the death of the two brothers, Castuing came into a 
iandsome fortune, and all the relatives of the dead men were left 
out inthe cold. Before the first death, the brothers were known 


to he at enmity, and Hippolyte had made a will in favour of his | 
brother-in-law, but this will could not be found, nor could any | 


Inoney or papers, although the deceased had said he had by hima 
sum of six thousand frances, which he had to pay to a tradesman, 
and the sum had not been paid. Auguste and Castaing certainly 
destroyed the will, and, this done, Castaing induced Auguste to 
make him his sole heir by certain testamentary instruments, There 
was, therefore, a strong reason for his getting rid of the second 
brother, although itseems improbable if Auguste knew that Hippo- 
Ivte had been poisoned, he would have put it in the poisoner’s way 
to benetit by his own demise. The trial jasted seven days, and, at 
midnight on the seventh, sentence of death was passed upon the 
mild spoken medical man who had poisoned inany hundreds of 
dogs, cats, rats and rabbits, even if he did not put away the two 
luckless brothers. 
* . * * . * 

“Tilliam,” said the Battersea Buttercup, “if it's all the same to 
you, I'd like to have back that bit o' paper on which I promised to let 
you have my double bladed knife when | was no more, 1 might 
feel easier, then, when you was a-treatin’ of me.” 

(Nert week, © A Green Umbrella.” ) 

TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

——— 
*,” Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not pees loose stamps. 


We agree with you, M1ss STIRLING, it's a rery pretty ditty ; It 
maght to cause a furore—if it doesn't it's.a pity. Thanks, F. Live 
your sketches, but we've dozens such in hand; The beach at Deal, 
". BENSON, ta of stones, and not of sand, We can't imagine, MYRA, 
how you made so qrarea slip; It was a pity, FREDDY, that ALLY 
missed hisdip; But the water onthat morning, we're by Alerandry 
told, Wasa deuced sight too choppy and abominably cola, Thanks, 
EDIE, for your present, you are wonderfully deft; We're very 
sorry, B. H. Brain, we harn't got one left.” We cannot answer 
questions on the subject, AUSTIN: MARKS; We're glad you're 
interested, Kit, in ALLY'S seaside larks. Youd better not be 
checky, TOUGH, we're got a manup here, Who'd knock the stuffin' 
out of you for half a pint of beer, Like Charlie Coborn's coster, 
“he's asty when he's weaed” ; We haven't apace in this week's, 
MAUDE; we'll tell you in the newt. 
——— 
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(Railway Servants on duty excepted) who shall happen to meet | 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—~e 


IKY Mo's opinion of Mrs. Sloper has changed. The other even- 
ing he had been to see ALLY ona little matter of business, and 
when he was going the Eminent observed, “ You don’t want a 
light, old man, do you?" “No, thanks,” replied Iky ; “I can feel 
my way along the wall.” “Then kindly take the right-hand wall,” 
exclaimed Mrs. Sloper, “because the coats and umbrellas are on 
the other one.” “S'help me Moshes!” cried Iky. in an injured 
tone, “p'r'apsh you'd better show mea light.” “ P’r'aps 1 had,” said 
Mrs. S., and she did. - * 

s 


SHE was very proud of her culinary skill, and was vainly trying 
to recall, for the edification of a few acquaintances, the date of her 
inaugural initiation into the mysteries of the art. “Don't you 
think, dear,” remarked her brute of a husband, “that a search 
through that old tile of doctor's bills would afford you the informa- 
tion you require? If I remember aright, you commenced to 
learn cooking about the time of my first serious illness since mar- 
tinge.’ Another separation order wanted. 


*. 
IIERE's a whine for those who love me, 
Here's a scowl for those who hate, 
For whatever food I swallow, 
Indigestion is my fate. 
oe byron up to data. 


* 

THE other daya Yankee who had been sitting quietly ina railway 
carriage for about five minutes after the time at which it should 
have started, called out, “I say, Mr. Inspector, has this train started 
yet?” “Can't you see it hasn't?” replied the other, angrily. “ All 
right, old hoss! Keep yer wool on,” answered the Yank. “Only 
the trains travel so darned slowly on your blowed old line, that I 
didn’t know but what we might have been under weigh!” 

s* 


* 

WE met Threadley coming out of a ballroom the other evening, 
looking terrible dishevelled and broken up, and on inquiring the 
cause he replied, "1 was in the conservatory with the largest Miss 
Gusher, and for want of something better to say, I warbled ‘Lay 
thy head upon this breast,’ and before I had time to get out of the 
way, she went and did it, and all the rest of heras well! and not 
beiny vers strong | couldn't support twelve stone, so T went down 
anawiul staash,and now Vin going to hunt upsome embrocation.” 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 378.—The “ Cromer Bathing " Costume. 


AND SO SAY ALL OF US. 


She, Oh, Churies, lonk at that lovely 


moon with its silver light. 


He. I wish I had a little of the 


silver in my pocket. 


4, 
i, 


BRAVELY SAID. 


ee Knight. Variet, thine age protects 
thee! 
Varlet, Ha, ha, ha! 


yosteS 


THAT BOY 


MRR Ai 


KNEW SOMETHING. 


Willie, Are your hens dreadfully savage, Mr. Trotter ? 


Trotter, Savage? No, my boy. 


Willie, Because the other day I heard pa tcll ma you were dreadfully hen- 


pecked. 


THE REIGN OF LOVE. 
*Comes in handy in a shower, 
don't it, Mariar?” 


Why do you ask ? 


ON THE BEACH. 
Written on the sand - “TI love you!” 


sy 


“WAITER,” said a fiery old gentleman, “this is the third steak [ 
have refused. I want it wnderdone, UNDERDONE, | tell you. [ 
won't be trifled with, sir: you can't fool me, sir! What do you take 
me for,eh?” “Well,” said the long suffering kuight of the nap- 
kin, as he critically inspected the nearly raw chunk of cow flesh, 
“if you wanta yer steak less underdone than that, I should say a 
Kannibile.” “° 

You should never marry a girl simply because you have danced 
with her just a brace of trots out. If you want, then, to know 
whether she’s as mild as milk, with half an ounce of sunbeam in it, 
just spill a cream ice down her back. If she only smiles and s:uys, 
“It's as nice and cooling as the wind coming through the keyhole 
of the bathing machine,” marry that gal slap off—you bet! 


. 
LrvEs of rich men oft remind us, 
We, if with a million blest, 
Might. departing, leave behind us 
Wills for someone to contest. 


“WhHatT do you say, my dear,” observed Mr. Soshle, after the 
garden party—“shall we drive down to Richmond and spend a 
quiet evening with youraunt?” “I must go home first, my dear,” 
replied his wife. “Why?” asked the loving husband. “It won't 
matter for once about your dress.” “It isn't the dress, my dear, it's 
the complexion. 1 couldn't go to aunt's for the evening with an 
outdoor complexion.” +" 


“Drip he take on much gin and ginger-beer last Sunday?” “I 
should think sv. Why, he actually got erysipelas in the left eye 
from the continual draught from opening the blooming bottles.’ 

ss 


s 

“Wuart is that fellow Hawker who is always in euch a hurry to 
get up to town in the morning?” inquired Sharpshins. “He's a 
money lender,” answered Jones. “Oh-h-h !” said Sharpshina, “that 
accounts for his taking so much interest in his business.” “ Yes, 
sixty per cent, all round,” returned Jones. 

s * 
s 

Legal Friend. 1 say, Brown, do you know you're down to serve 
on a jury next week? 

Brown, Confound it, you don't say so! It’s disgraceful to take 
up a man’s time when he’s as busy as 1 am, but there ; 1 won't serve 
it it costs me fifty pounds, 

Legal Friend, But it’s to try a case of “ Divorce in High Life.” 
There's bound to be some spicy revelations and 

Brown, By Jove! Ll wouldn't miss it for anything. What a bit 
of luck, eh, old man ! Par 

s 

THE only time that SLOPER ever went to a meeting-house was 
when he put his waistcoat on the wrong way, after taking it from 
the leaving-shop ; and then he thought he was going to the “ Blue 


Pig,” only the misplaced buttons set him in the wrong direction, 
ss 


s 
“T HOPE you'll do the best you can for my new piece,” said the 
play merchant to the dramatic critic. And the latter said, beam- 
ingly, “ My dear fellow, I assure you I will. Ill say it isn’t fit for 
a decent woman to see or hear. That'll fetch ‘em.” And he did, 
and it did. *,* 


“AND do you,” asked the guileless chorus girl, as the youthful 
scion of a noble house folded her to his shirt front and imprinted 
half a dozen kisses npon her upturned face; “do you truly enjoy 
the nectaras | allows you to sip from my rooby lips and peach 
like cheeks?” “ Nectar, do you call it?” responded the lordling - 
“it tastes to me a bally lot more like rouge and pearl powder.” 


* 
RatT-at-tat—postman that ; 
Letter from, dearest Tom. 
Charming girl, hair in curl, 
Rushes down, angry frown. 
Drops a tear, pretty dear: 

Canse of woe, ‘tis, Final notice; 
Water rate—unkind fate. 
= 


* 
“WHAT on earth is he doing, rubbing his lips with those rose- 
buds?” “Oh! he does that every morning, and the result is the 
skin gets that hard that he could doa thousand kiss-in-the-rings 
right off without the fear of a solitary blister.” 
ss 
* 
“Dipn'T you think my performance a very finished one?” the 
mummer asked the maid ; and she said, “ Yes, in one part.” “Which 
was it? I’m so glad,” exclaimed the mummer. And the maid 


replied, “When you came to the end. And [| was so glad, too.” 
ss 


* 

SoME ill advised friends took McGooseley down to the wine 
vaults at the London Docks with a tasting order, and the inevitable 
result ensued. He was lying propped up in a corner, and resisted 
all attempte on the part of his friends to get him away. “No, I 
won't go home,” he exclaimed, “I feel v'ry ill, v'ry ill indeed, but I’il 
shtay here, If I were to go home au’ die, I'd never forgive myshelf. 
Look at 'em braut’ful barrels all round, all fuil of it. Give me 
shome more, an’ lemme die here,” 


* 
Behind the Scenes at the “ Friv.” : 
Young De Masher. Aw! do you—er—know when—er—Tottie's 
birthday is? 
Lotty (her bosom friend). Don't know, I'm sure. To my know- 
ledge, she hasn't had a birthday for these seven years ! 
s ¢* 


2 
“WELL, old man, how do you get on with your horse?” asked a 
friend of Softy, who is taking riding lessons. “Oh, I get on ali 
right, but I get off a lot easier.” : 
* 
“Tt is only the woman with shapely ankles who scrambles on to 
a chair when the alarm of ‘mouse’ is raised.”— Extract from © Zhe 
A pothegms Sloperia,” vol, iv., chap, 18, p. 82. 
ss 


= 
“You and your friends seem merry, Mr. Lushington,” observed 
Sobersides. “Oh, yes! we're having : tine time. ‘ Hi-tiddley-hi- 
ti-hi!’” sang Lushington, three sheets in the wind. ‘* Not nearly 
such a fine time as you'll have inthe moruing if you don’t take 
ss 
* 


“TF you'll kindly tell me which side you are going to fall on, 
young man, I'll go the other,” said a pedestrian, who was walking 
ia the road, to wobbling cyclist, who was approaching. 

s 


* 
THEY fill our daily cup with gall, 
As through the world we go, 
These two—The man who “ knows it all” 
And he who “Told you so.” 


* 

‘Twas at Lady Smalltork’s reception, and a gushing damse'. 
whose acquaintance with the erotic effusions of our office pote 
must have been extremely vague, inquired of him how be got his 
inspiration. “Do you.” she said, “go out into the verdant fields 
and, under heaven's blue canopy, commune with nature?” "Oh. 
dear no,” replied our pomester, “1 usually go into ‘The Bluc 
Dog’ and ae to the barmaids.”. : 


HF was a little bit far over in the cold Scotch way when he fell 
asleep under the sink, and waking up, placed his hand on the biz 
summer cabbage, saying, * Maria, why do you go to bed with your 
bonnet on when you've been out in the rain?” It’s these sort el 
things that makea fond woman yearn to inquire is marriage a sl¢P 
worth taking on. Maria's answer is ‘Not me, Vm almost, hy 
this time, as good a jndze of what he bas been a-drinking as au 
East End sixpence a gritider dentist.” 
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Saturday, July 25, 1891.) 
TOOTSIE AT BOGNOR. 


——— 


Here we are at dear old Bognor. Not, by the way, that the 
larger part of Bognor is so old or so slowas it seemed to one of the 
‘ British tourists, whose 
account of it was pub- 
lished in 1807 by William 

Mavor, LL.D, ete, ete. 
“There is little animation 
in the place; at least, when 
we were there there was 
not. There isa sulitariness 
‘about the spot which can 
only be removed by increase 
ing the number of build. 
ings for persons of humble 
condition, who, by pursuing 
their various avocations, 
not only add to the anima- 
tion of the scene, but the 
comforts of their richer 
neighbours, Houses, 
indeed, of every descrip- 
tion are going on, and in 
time the languor we fel 
\ here will be removed, anc 
Hy Bognor will become suited 
to the middle classes of 

Society, instead of being 

contined to those who 

keep carriages and a 

retinue of servants. 

The amusements are few 

in number and jittle varied. 

The library, however, will 

assist to keep off eanui.” 

On the war path. Quite right, “ Mavor's 
Tourist,” as long as there 
areany books worth reading to be had there ; but, gracious goodness ! 
what were the library books like in 1807, Just you get oneand try, 
Nowadays, things are livelier, There are the New Assembly Rooms, 
at which now and again entertainments are given ; and C, H. Fox 
enumerates three theatrical hotels and not less than seven thea- 
trical tradesmen, without counting their sisters, their cousins and 
their aunts. Besides theatrical entertainments, concerts and balls, 
there is a lot of cricket, and the church parade should not be 
forgotten. 

We missed the meeting of the Parochial Choirs Association, I am 
sorry to say, for I should have liked to have heard the reverend 
gentleman denouncing the “ hideous doggrel hymns” and “ sense- 
less doggrel set to wanton air:.” 

According to a recent guide book, “the fishing for soles, cod, 
plaice, mackerel, bass, whiting, muliet, crabs, lobsters, prawns (for 
which this part of the coast is famous), shrimps, etc., is good, and 
fair sport is to be had 
from the pier head.” 

Urged on by this 

promisiug programme, 
the Dook Snook sallied 
forth yesterday morn- 
ing and did deeds of 
daring, but caught no 
~ cod, mackerel, 
bass, whiting, mullet, 
prawns or shrimps, 
though he caught a 
erab, falling over in 
the boat, and came 
home with a sore 
pies on the back of 
lis head. Bob, who 
paid for the boat, now 
thinks it cheaper to 
buy shrimps, ready 
cooked, a penn’orth at 
a time, 

There are some 
pleasant places to 
visit in the neigh- 
bourhood.  Bignor, 
with its Roman_ re- 
mins, of which Billy 
brought away a bit in 
his pocket. Good- 
wood, with its ruins, 
racecourse and tennis court. The ruins I allude to were not caused 
by the races, which, however, have in their time, no doubt, donea 
little that way ; and I picked up near the grand stand a portion of 
a weather beaten race-card, by some penciling on which it would 
appear its owner had backed all the losers with great impartiality. 

You should not miss Chichester, or, when there, leave it again 
without noticing its cathedral. From ma’s guide, dated 1803, | 
learn that the Chapter consisted of a dean, two archdeacons, a 
treasurer, a chancellor, thirty-one prebendaries, a chantor, twelve 
vicars, choral and other officers. The same authority says—“ The 
theatre is rather small, but its scenes are handsome and well 
painted. They were a present from the Duke of Richmond. The 
drama is respectably conducted here by a little active manager.” I 
wonder who that little active manager was, and whether the editor 
of The Stage could tell me. 

Again ma's guide says—“The three pictorial brothers, of the 
name of Smith, were natives of Chichester. They were born near 
the beginning of the 
last century, and were 
no less exemplary in 
their lives than cele- 
brated for their abilities 
as artists.” don't 
seem to have heard of 
them, but 1 suppose it's 
all right. 

We went picnicking 
near Goodwood, an 
Lardi and I had ao 

me of see-saw, whilst 

illy, perched in the 
centre, balanced the 
pinks but wound up 

y overbalancing him- 
self and doing grievous 
damage to the cheap 
checks with a rusty 
nail. 

Bob, too, is not with- 
out his wound. Hav- 
ing, it seems, inadver- 
tently jostled a street 
boy, the latter turned 
on Bob, and gave that 
nobleman what he, the 
boy, termed what for, 
what for lary and one 
for himself. Raw steak 
is being applied to Bob’s 


eye. 

We are enjoying ourselves thoroughly up to date. 

Iv the way, the Sunday League people were all over the sho 
last Sunday. at Chichester, Portsmouth and the Isle of Wight, much 
to the diszust of the fashionable crowd. For my part, I’m glad to 
see them enjoy themselves when they are out, and if they are not 
tu travel on Sundays what other chance would poor folks get? 


Pa 


. 


Bob's antagonist. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ALAS! 


UPON the kitchen table, with her work unfinished yet, 

Sat Sarah Aun intent upon a thrilling novelette. 

The baker and the grocer’s man knocked loudly, but in vain, 

Then kicked the paint all off the door and went away again, 

The tire went out, the light grew dim, but Sarah Ann read on— 

lutent upon the fortunes of Lord Algernon Fitzjohn, 

Whose proud and wealthy father desigued his son and heir 

For the beauty of the season, the Lady Maud de Vere, 

Who loved him; but Lord Algy, to his noble “ pa's”’ distress, 

Disliked the Lady Maud, but loved the modest governess, 

She came to where the beauty accidently overhears 

The wilful lord proposing to the governess, who fears 

She's unworthy of the honour, but she loves him as her life, 

And will do her very best to make a true and loving wife. 

She still read on and as she neared the bottom of the page, 

She learnt how Lady Maud became convulsed with Jealous rage. 

Forgot herself, and maddened by the sound of rapturous kissing, 

Sprang forward (Sarah turned the leaf) the other page was missing. 
—_—_—-_-_— 


THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 
By A. SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M. 
( Being further annotated, enlarged, and generally knocked about.) 


CHAPTER IV. 
STEPHEN. 1135 to 1154. 


STEPHEN was the son of Adela, daughter of William the Con- 
queror, who had married the Count of Blois, The late King Henry 
had made te pore promise that he would be a loyal subject to his 
daughter Matilda, 

Stephen, over this, didn't exactly swear on a lot of relics. The 
celebrated Abbot Bilkus the Blutfer (Shifter de Sloper) having 
substituted a corner man’s set and a brace of stay busks, 

Stephen, however, on making Henry I. this promise, didn’t see 
as much as the ray of a real saint's boue, or even a well conducted 
cats’ meat skewer. 

“I've sworn,” he said, “to the King that I'll look after the 
kingdom for his daughter Matilda. Matilda is a good, well regu- 
lated girl. She is fit to bea queen. She would no more play at 
honey-pots with those beneath her rank than she would at baccarat. 
Still, there ain't been no bones for one to swear on. Bones, nowa- 
days, is the biz. Without them real bones, | ain't bound to 
nothing.” 

So, of course, when Henry I. died, Stephen came over to 
England and boned the kingdom. 

First of all, he was anointed by William, Archbishop of Canter- 
bury. By whom he was shampooed nobody tells exactly. To 
strengthen his title he procured a bull from Rome. When a man 
formerly was on the horns of a dilemma, he generally did get a 
bull from Rome to make things square. All we get nowadays from 
Rome are plasterers, artists’ models and organ-grinders, who stick 
knives into each other on Saffron Hill. 

Matilda, daughter of Henry I., was the real heiress to the throne 
When she heard that Stephen was on the job, she was in such a 
rage that she flung her line of beauty improver straight out of 
window, broke her husband-beater over her page, and ordered her 
husband Geoffrey to at once oust the usurper, 

“ Matilda,” said Geoffrey, “it’s all along of a want of those bones. 
A man must swear on bones, or he won't stick toanythiug. If he 
had only said as much as a ‘Bless me!’ ou a genuine eaintess’ 
stav-busk, it would all have been as right as ninepence, but now 
we've got to fight it out.” 

The result of all this was a most horrible civil war. All the 
nobles filled their castles with soldiers. It was awful to this 
country ; but never was such a time for “slaveys.” Instead of 
having to give eighteenpence to corporals in the Guards to walk ‘em 
out on Sundays, they could pick and choose whom they liked. 

The nobles didn’t altogether like Stephen. They called in the 
Scots and fought the battle of the Standard (1138). 

At one time Stephen was taken prisoner by Matilda ; at another 
time, Geoffrey, Matilda's husband, was taken prisoner. They 
swapped them, and the war went on just the same, 

Stephen died 1154 ; then there was peace. There had been a gocd 
many peaces knocking about in his time. 

ss Stephen,” says the chronicler, “never indulged in any cruelty 
or revenge.” Jew roasting went out of fashion in his reign. If he 
had wanted to get money out of a Salvation Army major, he 
wouldn't have as much as cleaned his teeth with a red-hot poker. 

———g 


TOO DEEP FOR HER. 
SHE'D a wondrous store of knowledge, 
Being fresh from Girton College, 
Where she took a most commendable degree. 
A scholar most devout ; 
In fact, she was about 
As Icarned as she possibly could be. 


An authority on Greek, 
She had also learnt to speak 
In twenty modern languages at least. 
She was omniscientitic, 
With 9 brain the most prolific, 
And her discourse was an intellectual feast. 


Her accomplishments were vast, 
But there came a time at Inst 
When she nearly qualified for Colney Hatch ; 
For her reason all but tled 
When her little brother Ted 
Tried to make her understand a cricket match, 
a 


A BAD FIELD. 

“WELL, Sam, what luck?” asked one pickpocket of another. 
“Nary a bit, Tom,” was the reply. “How's that, cully?” inquired 
the first speaker. “W’'ere have yer been working?" “Round 
Chanc'ry Lane and Linkon’s Inn Fields,” said number two, “ W'y, 
you must bea mug! That's w'ere all the lawyers live, and they 
don’t leave much in any bloke's pocket.” 

Se 


AN EXCELLENT REASON. 

THE night was dark and dreary: and assiduously did the 
inebriate clamour for admission at the door of the well lit music 
hall. Ever and anon came the glad strains welling down the 
marble staircase ; but a stern unbending acting manager forced the 
boozer back. 

“It's not an atom of use for you to wait,” he said, “you're too 
intoxicated to be admitted. Now, go on, slide off ; you shouldn't 
get so drunk.” . 

“No’ ge’ s’ drung, shoodn’ I? No’ ge’s’drung? Why, I've a 
righ’ t’ ge’ drunk—a righ’.” 

“Oh, you have, have you ?—well, I like that—what right is it?” 

“Oh, a goo’ one, 1 on’y took m' dischargsh fr'm sinall pox camp 
‘t Darenth 'smornin’!" 

Those who saw that acting manager cover ground back along the 
corridor, would gladly back him at the next Music Hall Sports to 
do the mile in four minutes, seven seconds ! 


A MISUNDERSTANDING. 
SHE sang to him with her sweet pretty voice— 
“'Tis only a summer show’'r, darling, 
Only a summer show'r—" 

and he, loving the ee with a pure and passionate love, carried 
away the refrain in his head, and, nerina, that it threatened rain, 
waited till the clouds rolled by. But she hadn't told him to wait in 
the private bar at the “Nayland Rock” for four hours and a half 
while the clouds were rolling by, and when he reappeared on the 
scene full of benevolence and old brown brandy, the folly of judg- 
ing poetry by a prose standard was painfully apparent, 


A VERY LOW COMEDIAN. 


—>— 


He was just one of those jovial, rubicund fellows, with a chronic 
smile wreathing their features, a perpetual twinkle in their eyes, 
given to slap- 
ping people \ 
on the shoul- : 
der, to hearty 
laughter, to 
jocularity 
generally; one 
of those peo- 
ple who don't 
care a red cent 
tor a living 
soul but their 
respective 
selves; the 
sort of man 
who, meeting 
vou well and 
prosperous to- 
day, would 
shake your 
hand until you 
began to won- 
der if he 
thought your 
arm was a 
pump -handle, 
exclaiming, 
“How are 
you, dear old 

oy? Lam so 
dee-lighted to see you!"—who, encountering you hard-up and 
seedy to-morrow, would become suddenly short-sighted. The sort 
of man who, if youasked him for sixpence to buy your little ones a 
loaf, would reply, with an injured air, “My good fellow (I forget 
your name), if I were to put my band in my pocket for every poor 
devil whe knows, or says he knows me, where should J be? 
Excuse me, won't you?) Got to catch a train.” His name was 
Wheezer, and he was our low comedy merchant. We were a tour- 
ing company. Our leading lady, Belle brancaster, read him like a 
book, and when he offered her his hand and heart, declined both, 
deeming the hand too large and the heart too little. Besides, she 
was mashed on Keggie Royle, our jeune premier, Ah, she was a 
daisy, and no mistake, 

Wheezer took it rather badly—these too good natured people 
usually do, He began to make nasty remarks about Belle, till one 
of them came to the ears of Reggie Royle, who forthwith went to 
the nose of Wheezer and pulled it. After that, the low comedian 
held his tongue. but he did not forget. 

We were touring No. 1 towns, Our “boss,” who was likewise 
our own acting dam- 
ager, thought he would 
like to blossom out as 
an author ‘also, and 
(we all have our evil 
Inoments) wrote a 
melodrama, Worse, he 
made up his mind te 
pou it; worse still, 
we carried this nefa- 
rious design into effect. 
Well, it was the au- 
dience who had to sit 
it out, 80 we were not 
the most injured par- 
ties. There was one 
scene, in which IT, the 
peinelpal heavy villain 
nad to fire at and 
wound Reggie; he, be- 
fore falling, had to 
shoot Wheezer, my low 
comedy accomplice. 

One night J saw 
Wheezer sneaking 
stealthily from om 
dressing room. 1 tou 
no notice, though | was 
puzzled as to what was 
his game, Just as we 
rang up for the third 
act, | caught sight of 
his face as he stood 
beside me in the wings. His eyes were fixed—on my pistol. He 
went on at his cue, and I immediately opened the breach of my 
property firearm, The blank cartridge had been replaced by one 
charged with ball. I tore back to the greenroom, showed the 
weapon to the “ boss," and replaced the murderous cube by a 
harmless one. Then I told Reggie what had happened. He 
examined his own pistol, and found it loaded with blank cartridge 
and eg in order, After talking the matter over, we exchanged 

istols, 

y I went on and retired up stage to Wheezer, where we plutted the 
assassination of the hero, Reggie entered, and, while he was 
speaking his lines, | whispered to Wheezer, “ Something was wrong 
with Regyie's pistol, but L’ve put it right, only—— Je and J hace 
cachanged weapons!" 

You ought to have seen Wheezer's face. His lines died on his 
lips, and I had to gag up and down the stage like old boots to keep 
the thing going. 

Then I came down to the front, approached Reggie and tired. He 
staggered, apparently wounded. Then Belle rushed on, and she 
and | went 
through our 
death struggle 
business, 

Meantime, 
Reggie rushed 
across the 
stage towards 
Wheezer, and 
covered him 
with the pistol 
which had 
been “ got at,” 
shouting, ac- 
cording to 
script, “ Your 
hourhascome! 
Die, traitor!" 

Down on his 
marrowbo nes 
went the low 
comedy mer- 
chant, yelling, 
“Don't fire! 
it’s loaded! 1 
did it myself. 
If you shoot, 
I'm a dead 
man!" : . 

The house rae - Dae 
roared, think- “Div, Waiter!" 
ing it was in 
his part. Reggie blazed slap bang at him, and the comedy mer- 
chant, instead of falling badly wounded, rushed off oop. side. and, 
though the house gave him the biggest call of the evening, never 
came hear us again, 


Sneaking stealthily from my dre-sing room, 


Reggie and Belle. 


SOME PEOPLE HAVE NO THOUGHT. 
SCENE—J/ntertor of tram car, 

Stout Gentleman, Pray, sir, oblige me with a little more 
Toot —a public carriage shonld not be monopolized by one. 


%e> Atiss Sloper will be delighted to receive photoyraphs from those 


uf her priends whos portraus have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 
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No, 192.—M1ss Eva LAWRENCE. 
“Thy dazzling beauty makes my poor heart throb.” 
—The Dook Snook. 
“For ever and for ever am I thine.” —Lord Bob, 
“Thy beauty conquers all; command me, I'm thy slave.” 
—The Hon, Billy. 


(1). “Cum out an’ git quartered!” roared Jimmy Purtglesky. 


(2). “Cum in, ducky, an’ be sociable like,” replied the dear Elder. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


SHE MISUNDERSTOOD. 


First Fair One. Mr. Pufkins gave me a splendid puff yester- 
day, dear. 
Second Do, What a curious present to make. 
first Do. In his paper, dear, I mean, 

Second Do. Ou! 


“What do you think, dear, my be- 
trothed declines to run away with me, 
so I have thrown him over. did not 
object to him asa suitor for my hand, 
of course, so there was really uo neces- 

: | sity for an elopement, but it isso roman- 
“Good evening, sir! have you had a glass this evening?” { tic, you know.”— 
“ Rart { 


her! Wardoyouthiuk ?” Young Lady. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—Capt. E. M. SHAW, C.B. 


eee a Ying 


toad a 


(1). “ We ne'er shall look upon his like again!” “Indeed, no! and who will fill 
his place?" The speakers were A. SLOPER aud the Dook Snuok, the subject of con- 
versation Captain Shaw's resignation, and they wandered by the ocean. “ I belonged, 
Inyself, tu the Shoe Lane Volunteer Fire Brigade in my youth,” remarked A. SLOPER, 
straightening his spinal column, “The uniform, too,” le added, “I have been given 
to understand by frieuds who would not flatter, becomes me.” “ But you don't mean 
to say that you——" bezan the Duok.—(2). “And why not, sir—why not?” de- 
manded the Eminent, with such sudden fierceness, that the Dook Snook involuntarily 
stepped: back bung iuto a little pool of sea water, which wd4s inconvenient, as he had 
arranged to join Toutsie and the Friv girls on the pier, aud had not brought a chanze 
of clothing duwn with him, “I'll go and interview him, anyhow, while there is yet 
time,” said A. Stover. Arriving in London, he hastened to Mildew Court, shook 
the moth out of his F. b. tunic, dunned it, and went for Capthin Shaw.—(3), 


A CONTINUED STORY. 


ZA 


Beye 


“ Friend !—comrade!" cried he, grasping the hand of that gentleman, who returned 
the pressnre, and observed, “ SLOPER, this is kind of yon!” “ Yes, I thought youd 
think su; but I felt I could not let you leave the Brigade that has been proud to call 
you Boss all these years without giving you a look up—but, old fellow, can't J per- 
suade you to reconsider your decision? * Captain Shaw shook his head sadly. —— 
(4), “Then, dear boy, nothing remains but to present you with a slight testimonial— 
accept, old friend, this bottle of * Unsweetened,’ it is What I drink myself, pronounced 
by sume a little tiery, but that element you are used to; and now for the interview.” 
Just then an clectric bell sounded. “ Too late!” cried Captain Shaw, “duty calls!" 
And the next moment he was on a fire engine, “I wi!l accompany you, or peut in 
the attempt !" cried A. SLOPER, nobly.— (5). He didn't perish, but only slipped off 
in turning the first corner, When he arose the engine was out of sight, and was 
left disconsolate and alone in the midst of a muddy roadway. 


(3). “ Mercy on us!” shrieked the Laird, “the cannibal's picked his verra bones.” [For seques see next week. 
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I expect by this time the majority of my readers have found their way to the briny, and are | refuse Tu gire ux anything like news :—The cricket match at Lord's this year Was hugely patronize a 
devoting their energies—the men to the task of getting picturesquely sunburnt, and the girlstothe | J hear:—The crop of strawberries has been The largest I have ever seen:—The tactics of the 
yet more difticult one of preventing freckles. But to business :—Said William, “I will never cease | Volunteers Much pleased the Emperor, it appears. Should the above fall short of your expecta- ' 


Tv try and maintain Europe's peace” :—A tournament with living chess Is still a novelty, 1 guess :— | tions, attribute it to overwork, and forward your subscriptions to this office to defray the expenses 
Assaulted was this woman meek For simply playing “hide and seek"*:—The papers one and all | of the annual holiday of your old and highly esteemed friend—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. \ 


COMMENCING YOUNG. 


7 


! | 
“How's your wife?” “Oh, not at all well. If she were to die 


HE SAD SEA WAVES. ae \\ ) TH 
Lda oars = : Ms Y\ ] T should never get over it—in fact, I should go and live in Paria. 


SS eee oer 


PERSONAL REMARKS. 

1 me pen old man,’excuse my laughing, but you do look so awfully Madame. Alice, how dare you talk to that boy? Don't you know better than to smile at a } 

ike a heron.” stranger ? 

© Wee of that? I'd jolly sight rather look like a beroa than Alice (aged 14). Stranger !—indeed, be is not, Why, we have met twice, and are engaged to be 
y ” married, 


ahs “SOMEBODY'S WAITING FOR ME!" 


x ® 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 
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ALTHOUGH in body the Eminent may be miles away from the 
noisy uproar of the busy metropolis, and to outward appearance, 
- as he stands on the shores 

of the boundless ocean, 
watching the merry gam- 
bols of the sprightly little 
wavelets, life possesses not 
acare for him; his mind 
is always active and busy 
concocting plans for the 
future welfare oof his 
myrind of — readers in 
London and elsewhere, 
A brilliant idea has just 
struck him, not very 
forcibly, it is true, but 
still, struck him, And we 
have no hesitation in say- 
ing that for audacity and 
coolness, it has never been 
equalled in the annals of 
this country, The idea is 
as follows :—Why not turn 
the * HALF-HOLIDAY” in- 
toa Limited Liability Com- 
pany! We can almost 
picture the — breathless 
surprise with which this 
suggestion will be received 


by the public. Well, if 
every newsagent, book- 
seller, bookstall clerk, 


M.P. and newspaper pro- 

= prietor in the British 
Empire will send us a cheque for, say, any amount above £20,000, 
as a sort of deposit for any shares we might consent to allot 
them, we will see what can be done in the matter. Newsagents, 
booksellers, ete.. etc., wake up, your fortunes are made! so send on 
your applications and cheques at once. 

ss 


. 

THE mean and despicable devices practised by the authorities in 
their efforts to trip up the management of the Pelican Club is 
greatly to be regretted. Surely, in thinking that the law in its 
actions should be thoroughly straightforward and above board, we 
are not expecting too much; but when we come to sum up the 
conduct of the fellow Llewellyn, who obtained admission to the 
club by a subterfuge as disreputable as it was undignified, it seems 
that we are. A. SLOPER's blood bubbles in his bosom when he 
thinks of the mean, despicable conduct, and can only regret that 
the law's minion was not compelled to make a hasty exit through 
the window, assisted by a pair of good healthy kicking boots, 

ss 


* 

ONE cannot help noticing—that is, if one happens to be any- 
where in the vicinity of the beach during “ bathing hours "—what 
« large number of women are now 
adepts in the art of swimming; and 
aurely this is as it should be, for, in- 
dulged in in moderation, a more 
healthy and pleasing exercise it 
would be diflicult to name. Only a 
very few years ago a woman who 
could swim was a compara- 
tive rarity, and loveliness, 
pistead of taking a bold 
neader into deep water and 
enjoying an invigorating 
swim, was wont to stand 
shivering in six inches of 
water, timidly clinging to 
the machine rope. A. SLO- 
PER says he prefers loveli- 
ness to do this; it gives the 
telescopes a chance. But 
then A, SLOPER is a man 
with a mind depraved be- 
yond redemption. 

* 


* 

On Sunday, July 12th, 
the Blossom Nosed Phiian- 
thropist and Alec the Pip- 
Fe took part in the South — 
London Friendly Societies 
Eighth Annual Demonstra- = _ 
tion and Church Parade, 
thereby bringing = extra 
oof into the coffers of the local charities. 


I “T say, feyther.” 
remarked Sloner, Jun., “you'd hardly believe it, bat it appears 
that a lot of Narrow Minded Puritans are objectiny to our being 


in these Sunday Demonstrations.” And as one big solitary tear 
trickled slowly down the Old Man's cheek, he said, “As long as 
your heart is right, Alec, there can be no sin in a red nose.” Come 
up, there! + 


To those of our readers who wonder how ALLY can attend fune- 
tions in London and beat the Seaside at the same time, let us point 
out that Third Returns are cheap in these eulightened days. 
Reyther, Bill! *,° 


THE Ancient Bounder has been pleased to confer the “Sloper 
Award of Merit’ upon Mr. August Manns, because he knows how 
te Handel his biten. “1 should like to see you conducting 4,000 
performers, feyther,” quoth the Blue Eyed Chorister ; “I guess the 
row ‘ud be pretty awful.” a 

* 


OF fun there is abundance—we had almost written superabund- 
ance—in the new comedy, //usband and Wife, now being produced 
at the Comedy Theatre, 
and every opportunity 
is afforded the clever 
company, under the 
management of 
Charles Hawtrey, of 
giving a capital dis- 
play of their humor- 
ous abilities, The piece 
is by F.C. Phillips and 
Percy Fendall, and 
although au adaptation 
from the French, is 
free from that sugges- 
tiveness which is, in 
the majority of cases, 
so inseparable trom 
French plays. The 
dialogue is extremely 
witty, and some of the 
situations are scream- 
ingly funny. If the 

iece does not secure & 

ong run we shall be 
both surprised = and 
disappointed. Charles 
Brooktield plays the 
principal character, 
and his lively inipersonation of Sir George Muddle must be seen to 
be appreciated. George Giddens, Vane Featherstone, and Lotie 
Venne are also ineluded in the east, and all do their best—and a 


very yood best, toomin turking the piece the undoubted success itis, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE Bisley meeting of this year is,  eitng one of the most 
the Na 


brilliant ever held under the auspices o} tional Rifle Asso- 
ciation, Shooting is as brisk as of 
yore and prizes, if possible, more 
plentiful than ever, The only thing 
wanting, in the opinion of the Eminent, 
to make the meeting a complete 
success, is the formation of a shooting 
corp composed entirely of the fair sex, 
It would form an additional and 
charming attraction to the camp, and 
would undoubtedly prove a source of 
great pleasure and consolation to the 
volunteer himself. The idea, not being 
copyrighted, the authorities are at 
perfect liberty to utilize it if they so 
desire, ses 

. 


A CHANGE has come over A. SLOPER, 
and a new epoch is marked in what 
was admittedly a downward career. 
The Old Man_ has bathed. Not in 
the sea with the common herd, but 
ina luxurious Special Deep Bath, just 
constructed at a cost of over seven 
hundred pounds, at Brill’s Baths 
Brighton, The  sumptuousness of 
that bath cannot be described. Alma 
Tadema himself couldn't paintit. The 
tiled walls, the marble steps, the 
alabaster flooring, the silver banisters 
must be seen to be believed. “ Ilere, - 
George, just apply that there douche to my spinal marrow-bone 
once more,” gurgled the Mildewed Fabric, with his mouth chock 
full of salt water. And George obeyed. 

-* 
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THE conspicuons absence of A. SLOPER from all public functions 
connected with the German Emperor's visit has resul in us 
being the recipients of a perfect deluge of letters inquiring as to the 
whys and wherefores of the case. The reason is not far to seek. 
The Emperor William, on being shown over “ The Sloperies,” was 
so delighted with the Sloper Relics that he expressed a wish that 
the famous museum should be transferred to Berlin. Not wishing 
to deprive the British Public of one of its most cherished institu- 
tions, of course A. SLOPER declined to accede to the Kaiser's 
request, which resulted in an undignified and much-to-be-regretted 
show of temper on his Majesty's part. Of course, after this the 
declining of all invitations by A. SLOPER conuected with the visit 
was only natural. “or 
* 


THIs is a very civilized age, and anything brutal is wholly 
abhorrent to the humane feelings which animate us, We loathe 


anythinglike SS earael 
cruelty, and p EXCCUTICs | 
we have 


societies for 
the protec- 
tionofall 
sorts of 
things — 
women, chil- 
dren, horses, 
dogs an d 
dickey birds, 
We are 
averse toca 
ital punish- 
ment, and no 
One 18s now 
executed be- 
fore a peti- 
tion several 
miles long 
has been sent 
to the Home 
Secretary 
praying fora 
commuta- 
tion of the 
sentence. — 
How rejoiced we must feel to think that the old repulsive system 
of public execution has been abolished ; that tie ruttianly hang- 
man will soon receive the kick out; and that orderly executions 
by electricity will supersede all other methods, There are people 
who assert that to allow a clique of scientific ghouls to conduct 
executions, the details of which (for all we know) are too revolting 
for publication, is intinitely more brutalizing, and likely to cause the 
subjects of the ex periments intense mental, if not physical, suffering ; 
but these cavillers are not in touch with the spirit of the age, 

* 
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DOUBTLESS there are many of our readers who at this period of 
year tind the necessity of paying a visit, either on business or pleasure 
bound, to Scotland,and to whom the thoughts of making such along 
journey by railway proves almost as obnoxious as taking a dose 
of rat's poison, o these of our readers we would make the 
following suggestion :—Why not make the journey by water? The 
General Steam Navigation Co, are running a magnificent service of 
vessels, fitted up with all the latest improvements, to Edinburgh 
twice week!y, and we can speak from personal experience when we 
say that those who take advantaye of this route will have little 
cause to repent it. se 

* 


IN spite of the severe mental strain, consequent on the visit of 
the German Emperor to “ The Sloperies,"’ ou his way to the Guild- 
hall Banquet, on 
Friday, July loth, A. 
SLOPER was uble_ to 
pull himself together 
suflicieutly to be pre- 
sent at a Garden Party. 
held in the Grounds of 
the South Peckham 
Liberal Club, on the - 
following day. We are 
anxious to assure the 
Public that there is no 
Political Significance 
in the visit to Peckham 
Rye. It was mainly 
drinks, Mrs, S. says 
there is a yzood deal 
more in it than “meets 
the heye.” Theoldgirl’s | 
getting awfully jealous. “ 


s 

THANK goodness the i 
German Emperor craze ~ ~ 
is beginning to show 
signs of abatement. 
Prior to, and during his 
visit, the least scrapof  _ > 
news concerning him 
was rammed down our 
throats by the news- 
papers in the most per- 
sistent manner, Itis an amusing fact that any anecdote, no matter 
how pointless, of a royal personage at, say, the tender age of four, is 
revarded by some editors as zood enough for print. The stories 
are invariably absolutely pointless, and serve nu other useful pur- 
pose than to proclaim the fact that the subject of them must have 
been a very stupid and, more often, extremeiy priggish child. 


(Saturday, July 25, 1891. 
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A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING AUGUST Ist, 1891, 
= 

26th July, 1754.—“On this day,” writes Henry Fielding 
“the most melancholy sun lever beheld arose and found me awako. 
at my home in Fordhook, At twelve, precisely, my coach was nt 
the door, which | was no sooner told, than | kissed my children, 
all round and went into it with some little resolution. My wij.. 
who behaved more like a heroine and philosopher, though, at the 
same time, the tenderest mother in the world, followed me.” {[, 
was going as a last hope for his health to Lisbon, and he ther. 
died. “I dined with Mr. Allen, yesterday,” says Bishop Huri 
“where I met Mr. Fielding—a poor, emaciated, worn-out rake. 
whose gout and infirmities have got the better even of his buf. 
foonery.” 


27th July, 1782.—The Reverend George Appleby, clerk, «/ 
uet Court, Fleet Street, in his will of this date, gave the... 
instructions :—“ My body, after being dressed in flanuel waisteo:ts, 
instead of u shirt, an old surtout coat and breeches, without lining 
or pockets, an old pair of stockings—shvoes I shall want non. 
having done with walking—and a worsted wig, if one can be got, 
I desire may be buried in as plain a manner as possible, wherever 
my widow shall think proper.” 


28th July, 1823.—Several inquests were held this day at th. 
Penitentiary, Millbuuk, Four huudred persons were taken into 
the Infirmary. Over confinement and bad food were the causes 
assigned. 


~ 29th July, 1868,—The marriage of Mile, Adelina Patti with 
the Marquis de Caux was this day celebrated in the Roman Catholic 
Church, Park Place, Clapham. 


30th July, 1771.—Thomas Gray, the poet, who died this dav, 
lodged, in 1759, in Southampton Row, Bloomsbury, and his bed- 
room window looked out on a garden wall covered with flowin 
jessamine through Juneand July. “ His drawing room looked over 
edford Gardens, and a fine stretch of upland fields crowned at last 
against the sky by the villages of Highgate and Hampstead.” 


31st July, 1888.— Madame Moreau, a sorceress, living in the 
Rue de Tournon, Paris, for some years past, was this day reported 
dead. She succeeded the celebrated Mlle. Lenormant, who fore- 
told to Joséphine Beauharnais that she should become an empress, 
It is said that Madame Moreau was consulted by Napoleon III. 
just before the Franco-German war. 


lst August, 1821.—Mrs. Inchbald, the actress, died this day 
in a boarding-house at Kensington, leaving about £6,000, judiciously 
divided amongst her relatives. Her simple and parsimonious habits 
were very strange. “ Last Thursday,” she writes, ‘I finished scour- 
ing my bedroom, while a coach with a coronet and two footmen 
waited at my door to take me for an airing.” 


HER REASON. 
“°T1s not because I love you not,” 
The beauteous maiden cried, 
“That |, the fairest of the fair, 
Refuse to be your bride. 
‘Tis not because yuu are not rich, 
For you have lots of cash ; 
In all respects but one, you are 
A perfect sort of mash. 


“You're handsome and accomplished, 
And you bear an honoured name, 
Which heaps of noble ancestors 
Have smothered well in fame ; 
But there's one potent reason 
Why our love can never be: 
The trousers which you wear are all 
So baggy at the knee.” 


—_———~>—__ 


THE WRONG TICKET. 

Ir was during one of those sudden and heavy downpours to 
which the cle:k of the weather—who is, in all probability, in leagn. 
with a syndicate of Hebrew “ready made” trousers makers—his 
recently treated us, that three persons stood beneath an archway 
at Richmond, and sought temporary shelter from the sad and 
soaking raindrops. They were one of Britain's fairest maidens, her 
“intended " and a poor ragged mendicant. 

“It ain't much of a beano, is it?" despondently remarked the 
favoured swain. “Not much of a ‘catch " in standin’ ‘ere. Don't 
yer think you could ‘old up yer things an’ ‘op acrost to the‘ Doz 
an’ Dumplin'; it’s, at least, ary there, an’, anyway, we could ‘ave 
a ‘tiddley-wink’ an’ a ‘artcake?” 

“Oh, what a worrier you are,” she responded; “it'll leave orf 
presently. Wait where y’ are.” 

“Well, give us a kiss, then?” . 

“Lorks ! ’Arry, what ‘r’ y’ talkin’ of "—(dropping into a whisper) 
— Don’t yer see there's a stranger a-standin’ there?” 

“I've piped "im all right; but don't yer see 'e’s blind—ha, ha ‘— 
come on, give us a buster.” 

It was but as a second to them ; but to the blind man it scemed 
an eternity. And it was only when he, poor envious fellow, call: d 
out, “ J’yer, cod’s-ead, don’t make yer tea orf it!” that it suddenly 
dawned on them, he was xot blind, but only “ Deaf and Dumb.” 


—— ooo 


“BOOK LARNIN'.” o 

SEEING that, as every schoolboy is well aware, the Villaze 
Blacksmith was, and always had been, a good, hard, sixteen-hour-- 
a-day sort of customer, it is not to be wondered at for a moment 
that he had not much spare “learning” up his sleeve—if we may 
use the term. Indeed, we had often wondered who came in 
keep his books of an evening, who wrote his letters, or, inderd, 
who made out his betting account against the village bookmaker 
every Monday. But now we know. It appears that his account 
ancy is done for him by the village philosopher, who ekes out the 
rest of his time holding up the sigu-post of the “ Rose aud Crown. 
and doing the thinking for the village. We called to pay 3" 
account, and the blacksmith called in his caligrapher to attend tv 
us. We estimated it at about £1 15s. ; in reality, it came to that. 
and a few pence over, but the philosopher (an impostor, as most 
philosophers are), with all his learning, made out the bill. 
£1 ls. 6d. We smiled and handed it to the blacksmith. ll« 
looked at it steadily for a minute, and, nudging the philosopher by 
the elbow, said— , 

“Wheer be thee larnin’, Jem? No scholard J be; but thees 
put th’ foive i’ front o’ the one.” P 

Not fora moment was the philosopher non-plussed (philosophers 
never are). He said, with a pitying smile— 

“Ay, Gaarge, thee always was a moog. Don’t thee know that 
scholards put 't laak thaat fur quickness?” 

And the humble, horny forger of shoes, who had never been to 
Oxford, was silenced. 


——_+—____ 


GIVING HIM SATISFACTION. ; 
THERE was arow at the “Sloper’s Arms” the other evening, 2n" 
young De Masher exclaimed to a broad chested, simple lookine 
individual, who had made a somewhat personal remark respect!!'+ 
him, “ By gad, sir! It's lucky for you that we are not in France," 
by gad, sir! I'd have satisfaction.” “ You can have satisfaction * 
it is,” replied the simple looking one. “Very well, sir, 1 will. 
cried De Masher. “ My friend——” But before he got any furth:! 
the other doubled him up in one corner of the bar, tied him inte a 
knot in another, and after a very lively five minutes, finally stor" 
him on his head ina spittoon, “ Well) are you satistied ? mane ‘ 
the simpie one. “Oh, ves, thanks!" groaned De Masner. nel 
you be zoud enough to send the potman les the ambulance « 
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Saturday, July 25, 1891.) 


ANGLERS, TO ARMS! 


fAll anglers, boating men, etc., are hereby warned that the fishing and boating 
rigitsof the Norfolk and Suffolk Broads are now threatened by Riparian despots.) 


AIn—" Tramp, tramp, tramp the Boys are Marching.” 
CoME, ye anglers! 
Come, unite 
In the cause of Right 
‘gainst Might: 
Come, combine against 


Any One ANnGiin 


iN THs Baonp~ 


f i ANG Ea De AWN the ix, Riparian 
GUARTERED ») They've already tried 


their schemes 
To forbid us certain 
streams, 
And now they dare to 
keep us from the 
Broads! 


Cuorus— 


Then arm, arm, arm, O 
brother Anglers ! 
In legal fightagainst these 
grabbing “ frauds,” 
Or our rights for many 


fr ewan” 


a year 
Will from anglers dis- 
appear— 
So, arise, and _ boldly 
battle for the Broads ! 


Our pastime’s one of 


(May its pleasures ne'er decrease), 
But though our patience each true man applauds, 
We'll yet show that we can fight 
For our precious fishing right 
On Great Britain's lovely rivers, lakes and Broads ! 
Chorus—Then, arm, etc, 


NEARLY SEVERED. 
(A RoMANCE OF RAMSGATE.) 

My name is Nelson Jones, und | dote upon the ocean, although 
veracity compels me to admit that | am afraid to float upon it, not 
so much for fear of feeding the fishes (for | am generally engaged 
in that occupation during the majority of the voyage), but because 
the slightest ripple causes me to feel—but there, why dwell upon 
it /—suttice it that I endeavour to show my fondness for the bound- 
less main by dressing in the most pronounced nautical style, and I 
tiatter myself my blue serge yachting suit and peaked cap might 
well have taken a prize at the “ Navalries.” 

I was arrayed in this 
becoming outfit when 
I tirst met Neptuna 
Paddlescull, and if her 
beauty had not been 
amply sufficient — to 
pierce my_ susceptible 
heart, the fact that she 
was attired in a femi- 
hine counterpart of my 
own costume would 
have accomplished it. 
“T'was love at first sight 
with us both, for she 
quickly confessed | was 
her aftinity, for she, 
too, loved the free, the ~ 
wild, the opensea; she, . 
too, revelled in the | 
roar of the surf and 
the sea birds’ warning 
cry; she, then, should 
be my bride. 1 pro- 
posed and = was = ac- 
gh Bliss ! 

kuew it would hap- 

ven, One morning we'were invited to “come aboard” the Moss 

vee, then about to start. To refuse would have aroused suspicion, 
and l—we—stepped on deck. 

No sooner is the yacht clear of the harbour than she commences 
to roll horribly. 1 turn sick and giddy, and hurriedly seek the side. 
O-0-0h! u-u-gh! What will Neptuna think of her bonnie sailor 
lover now! Whereis she? Ah! overthere. I call feebly to her, 
but she answers not. "Tis as I feared; she has witnessed my shame 
and despises me. I attempt to follow her, but she turns haughtily 
and quickly away, and gazes over the side. I have lost her, then, 
for ever. Whatalurch! The side again, U-u-u-gh! let me dis. 
Steward, brandy ; and here I faint. 

When I recovered consciousness we were back in harbour. Weak 
and ill, and hardly daring to look up lest I should encounter Nep- 
tuna’s reproachful gaze, | stepped on shore ; but the skipper hailed 
me with, “Hi! you, sir! ain't this lady yourn?” I turned and 
saw Neptuna wet, limp and pale to the lips, being supported by 
two boatmen, A light dawns upon me: Neptuna, then, had suc- 
cumbed to the dread malady, and fearful lest I should discover 
itand deem her an unfit spouse, had avoided me, unaware that 
I, too, had been laid low. 

Joyfully L relieved the boatmen of their burden, Tearfully we con- 
fessed that the “cradle of the deep” is the last place it suited our 
constitutions to be rocked in, and emphatically we vowed never—no, 
hever—to venture upon the alluring but treacherous ocean again, 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 4.—NELLIE HIKIKS. 


Look at the likeness of Nellie 
with care, 
Twig you her forehead, her 
cheeks and her hair, 
Scan you her closely, and, tell 
me, is there 
“ZH Any fault or defect about Nellie 
the Fair? 


But, alas! you are wrong. 
Though I love her so well, 

I must own that one drawback 
has beautiful Nell. 

Yes, the horrible surname she’s 
destined to bear 

Is a grievous defect about 
Nellie the Fair. 


She is worshipped by viscount, 
and marquis and lord, 

By the peers of the realm she's 
caressed and adored. 

Yet to Court the poor darling 
may never repair, 

While so ugly a surname has 
Nellie the Fair. 


Yet the nymph of the “ Friv.” 
has no need to despair, 
For I've solemnly sworn a 
; superlative swear 
That, if only the goddess will hearken my prayer, 
To the famed sevenpence ha'penny church lll repair 
With the girl of the rnde patronymic, and there 
Dll bestow ity own surname on Nelie the Fair, 


B 


Jor all? 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


——- 


“FERNDALE,” HAWTHORN ROAD, KETTERING, 
July 1th, 1891. 

Dear ALLY,—I beg to inclose you another cutting from the 
current issue of the Kettering Leader, from which you will see 
that your Sloperian Majesty fas been on the warpath, or, rather, 
the “ Unsweetened" track, again this week. No matter where your 
humble representative goes, he is always greeted as an old pal, and 
as one who is worthy of respect. | am going to attend a large 
demonstration of Oddfellows on the 20th, and shall then pass the 
* Unsweetened” round again, So, for the present, dear SLOPER, 
farewell, and you shall hear again from me soon, Believe me to 
remain, Yours Gin-er-ally,' ARTHUR DAGLEY, 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 71.—Hez PLUNGES INTO THE UNFATHOMABLE, 
Mrs, A—, having guessed the grand secret, impressed 
Mrs, B—— with the facts, and that dame 
Straightway asked Mrs. C—— to acquaint Duchess D—— 
With the tale of the Eminent’s shame. 
And the news, floating free, quickly reached Countess E—, 
Misses F——, G—, . » K—, L— ; 
Ladies M——, N—, O—, P—, Q—, R—, S—,, T—, 


w—, X——, Y—— and Z——; and each belle 

And each matron loud swore they would speak nevermore 
To A. SLOPER, Esquire, since the Dam- 

Aged Old Hulk had turned out to be truly—sans doubt— 
But a fraud and a frost and a flam ! 


Yes, the visitors fair, who were taking the air 
wnat Ramsgate, now knew that Old Tag, 
Rag and Bobtail each week had the brazen faced cheek 
To tell lies in his infamous * rag.” 
“ His accounts of the way that he dips every day 
In the ocean are falsehoods, my dear! 
Were the nails of his toes or the tip of his nose 
To touch water, he'd perish with fear!” 


In the King Street “Cinque Ports” (of all Ramsgate resorts 
The most meet for the King of All Sinks) 
Heard the Bold Buccaneer, o’er his pot of black beer, 
The report being spread by each minx, 
And full fleet did he jog, like a kettle decked dog, 
To the second tloor back, where he dwelt, 
And, in agony wild, to his wife and his child 
He explained the sad feelings he felt. 


“From Society's pale, if I squash not this tale, 
I shall soon get the dirty kick-out : 

Yet it’s vain to deny what we know (rou and 1) 
Can be proved beyond question or doubt. 

Through the decade gone by, aqua pura and 1 
Have been strangers—nay, absolute foes ; 

Tis a drink [| ne'er crave, and my carcass | lave 
In decoctions distilled from the rose ! 


“ But those stories—oddsblood !—of my dips in the flood 
I must prove; or my dears will look glum 

When of weaith and of power I'm bereft, and the hour 
Of my Cummingization haa come. 

So I'll conquer my fears for the sake of my dears, 
And I'll plunge in the waters so wild ; 

But, for fear I get drowned in the vortex profound, 
Come and kiss me, my wife and my child! 

Come and kiss me, Good-bye! Then, with wild gleaming eye 
And with heart that refuses to quail, 

I'll engulf me—oddsblood !—in the wild whirling flood 
AT THE BOTTOM OF JUBILEES PAIL!!!" 


ee 


A LITTLE ROMANCE, 


As the good steamship Cul/umha ploughed her way through the 
hundred odd miles of foam crested waves separating Glasgow from 
Oban, the other day, a casual observer (provided he was properly 
armed with a ticket and was sufficiently steady on his lege) wan- 
dering astern her upper deck might have noticed, nestled beneath 
one of the swinging boats, and a ky ae gs atl Bisley 
mackintosh coat, Edwin Augustus and Angelina Maude. They 
had only been made one that morning, and yet for young Edwin 
Augustus life seemed to have no charm, for Edwin was “ no sailor,” 
never had been. 

When the casual observer came round again, some half-hour 
later, Edwin seemed to have “ pulled himself together” somewhat. 
Angelina Maud was not only as right as rain, but positively gush- 
ing. As she gazed at the silver etreik beyond the surrounding 
bubbles, she cried— 

“Oh, Edwin, does not the sight of this boundless blue sea, bear- 
ing on its bosom the countless white winged fleets of pleasure, fill 
you with—er—fill you with—er—emo——!”” 

“ Fill me, Angy?"” he whimpered ; “ fi/d me—oh, here, chuck it 
up—it’s quite the rever——” 

ee 


THE LESSON OF HOPE. 


“TELL me, Ludovico, give me a reason : 
Why, when all lifeless and live things are glad, 
Touched with the joy of the bonnie spring season, 
Why art thou mopiug, and pining and sad?” 


Answered Ludovico, madly blaspheming, 
“ Heaven is unmerciful, God is unkind ; 

Brightly His springtide may elsewhere be beaming, 
Winter has only be left in my mind!" 


“Tell me, Ludovico, art thou bewailing 

Thy rude shattered visions of fame and renown? 
Thoughts of brave projects eternally failing, 

Are these they that move thee to weeping and frown?” 


Answered Ludovico, “Such is my sorrow. 
How can I help but that Providence blame 

Which, seeming to whisper bright things for the morrow, 
Still brings me that morrow, and leaves me the same!” 


“Tell me, Ludovico, hast thou not noted 
What be the song that the red rohins sing? 
Oft in my heart, while I listened, I've wrote it— 
‘Bear we the winter, and hope for the spring.” 


Answered Ludovico, penitent, tearful, 
“Lives there such wisdom in birds of the air? 
They, then, if Hope makes their winter so cheerful, 
Shall teach me my winter as bravely to bear!” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


ANOTHER PLAY WITHOUT WorpDs—The play of the features, 

SLOPER’s latest literary lucubration—“ Asa writer, Rusk-in takes 
the biscuit.” 

THE Eminent has the laugh over the magistrates, easy. SLOPER 
is often in front of a beak, but there's always a beak in front of 
SLOPER. 

STRAY cats ought to be grateful to General Booth. They have 
been prowling round after “Lights in Darkest England” for a 
dog's age. 

THE Man of Research has discovered that you can get one of the 
greatest pleasures of the “Zoo” without going there. For, dovs 
not a ride on an “Elephant” omnibus mean a ride on an elephant 
Why, just a few! 

A POCKET that you don’t care to have in any of your garments— 
A pick-pocket, 

SMART as the railway companies are, SLOPER boasts of having 


| often travelled in a fast-rain without paying a halfpenny fare, 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 7 
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BOLDEROCK. 


(A RoMAuNT OF YE OLDEN Tyr.) 


= 
CHAPTER XI.—( Continued, ) 

It was a giddy height ; asthe ladder swayed to and froand twisted 
itself into knots she felt ready to faint, but she bravely resisted the 
weakness. Then she 7 
felt the Indder r 
steadied, and she .>/ 
knew that her lover : 
awaited her. A few 
moments more, and 
she was in his arme. 

There was no time 
for dalliance, They 
had still to cross the 
moat, and even then 
the eve of some of 
the sentries might 
descry them. The 
youth carefully aided ||; 
the Lady Mary Ann { 
to take her place on 
the raft e had 
hastily constructed, . 
and, with a gentle 
push, the crazy craft 
touched the opposite 
bank. Cautiously | on 
they ascended the, dco P 
bank, and a few yards ‘nits vs 
away stood the “+ ~ 
youth's faithful and 
patient tandem tri- 3 
cycle. Once in the Pe ae \ \ 
saddles they might 
feel almost safe. But 
there was still one 
danger. The regula- 
tions of the Road Trustees demanded that a red light be carried by 
all cycles, and this had to be lit. Seating the lady in the front 
saddle, he cautiously shaded a match in his hat and ay plied it tothe 
wick of the lamp. As he shut the glass door of the lamp, the 
sound of a hoarse call “To arms!" was heard in the castle, 

“Pedal for your life!” the youth whispered, as he nimbly leaped 
into the rear saddle; “we must beat all records if we desire to be 
safe, 

Meanwhile, in the castle all was confusion. The alarm drums 
had aroused Bolderock, who rushed to the battlements in his night 
garments and nightcap, raiment scant enough wherein to brave 
the cold night air, but doubly scanty wherewith to repel the attack 
of an enemy. 

“What means this sudden alarm?” he roared. “Ha! what means 
that light?" he exclaimed, as his eye caught the glimmering ray 
thrown by the lamp of the rapidly receding tricycle. 

“My lord, your daughter is not 
in her chamber, She have eloped, [ 
i x 7 
“Eloped !" 

“ Sloped ye 

“Til Sloper!" * yelled Rolderock. 
“What ho! hang out more banners 
on the outer walls. Sound ‘Boot 
and saddle!’—to horse, men, and 
pursue the miscreants.” 

But it takes time in these modern, 
degenerate days for men to get into 
their trousers, and in ancient times, 
when each leg had to be encas 
in a section of stove- 
pipe, the operation took 
doubly long. Long 
before the drawbridge 
at Bolderock Castle had 
been cleared by the 
fully armed retainers, 
the lady and her lover 
were out of sight, and 
still pushing onwards 
with the speed of the 
wind, 

“If we are overtaken 
you will be slain,” said 
the Lady Mary Ann, 

“There is no fear. We 
have got too good a 
start to be overtaken. 
Half an hour hence we 
will be in safety, and we will stop for a minute or two to oil up. 
Then on to joy, happiness, and a special licence.” - 

“'Tis a pleasing picture, | wot. But, alas! my poor father will be 
lonely!” 

“Tush, fear not for him! He will forgive us; and, if he does 
not—well, we will forgive him, and that will be some comfort.” 

“ And you will always love me?” 

“For ever and for ever.” 

“And you will never stay out late at night. nor go to the 
Derby?” 

“Never! 
wish it.” 

“'Tis enough, I see that I can trust you. You shall never have 
to howl all over the house because your collar-button isn’t there. 
Our only occupation 
shall be loving.” 

“My ownest 
own!” he mur- 
inured. 


CHAPTER XII. 
SoLDEROCK, the 
Terrible, sat brood. 
ing in his ancestral 
halla. Grim eare had 
him in its grip, and, 
insooth, his terrible. 
ness was much miti- 
gated; in fact, it 
might be said with 
truth that he was 
terrible no longer. 
The financial wor- 
ries which had an- 
noyed him before 
had increased con- 
siderably, and he 
scarcely knew where 
to turn to get relief 
from his difficulties, 
His creditors pressed 
him sore, and, 
although he had 
slain two tax col- 
lectora, the authori- 
ties still dunned 

him for the rates. 
(To be continued nert week.) 


“Pedal for your life.” 


Rushed to the battlements, 


I'll stay at home and help with the washing, if you 


“Boot and saddle.” 


© The oldest son of a collateral branch of this ancient family has always 


1s 


borne the name “ALLY SLOPER” in commemoration of this event,— Eo. 
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240 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 1F LOOKS COULD KILL, 


- 


No, 213.—Mr. ©. F. Git, F.0.8. 

“Determined to do or die,and fully cognizant of the fact that 
cheek was only to be met with by cheek, we,the other day, could 
have been seen wending our way Is that sublime and 
favoured neighbourhood in whieh the hero of this week's 

ry’ deigns to honour by his pat veand presence. Dis- 
prised asa barrister, we speedily arrived at his abode, and, in 
answer to our ring, Gill himself opened the door, Excelsior! 
what Inek! Half battle over at least, we thought so, 
Falling out our note-hook, and balancing it neatly in our left 
hand, we fixel our hero with a look. That look was sufficient, 
Two minutes after, we pickel up ourselvys from the pavement, 
wounded both mentally and bodily. Revenge we would have at 
any price, What form should it ta Ha, ha! we would seek 
i ation from Sir Charles Nassell. No sooner was the idea 
eonceived, than it was carried out. Upon our arrival at Sir 
Charles’ chambers, we were at once admitted. In response to 
inquiries whether he could give us any information about Gill, 
Sir Charles’ brow darkened, and Lis arms moved spasmodically, 
From the torrent of words which fell from the great man’s lips, 
we learned that Gill was an impudent coxcomb, and had always 
heen so, and that he had received his education in the wilds of 
Whitechapel ; was never known to possess a father and mother, 
as, probably, no parents would own him as their son, and, 
finally, Sir Charles expressed Lis opinion that our hero wonld 
end his days on the scaffold. Chietly because he is a smart 
young barrister, our hero was created F.O.S.. and the *Sloper 
Award of Merit’ presented to him June 27th, 1891. —Debrett 
Improved. 


Edith. Ob, dear me, how dreadful! Poor Clara! What were his reasons ? 


in Scotland, so they've sent him up there for a week to represent them, 
Girls tn Chorus (and with looks of disyust at Joker). Brute! 


SOMETHING NEW 


AT BOULOGNE. 
She. You love me ? He, Yos, dear, 
She, And would do anything for my sake ? 
She, Then come in and have «a romp with me, 


He, Yes. 


(). Fory Bill. “‘Ullo, Ratty ! wot sort o’ pup d’ye call that?” Rafty. “ Well, T 
dunno as I can put a name to ‘im orf ‘and. ‘E's summat choice, I'll go bail. I thieved 
‘im from old Jamrach's, an’ you can let ‘im alone to know a good animal, you bet.” 
—(2). Fory Bill. “There y'are. We can let ‘im lay quiet ‘ere in my shed for a day 
or two until they offers summat ‘andsome for a reward.” Ratty. “ Right you are, 
We'll go ‘arves.”——(3). Left to himself, the “choice pup” rejects the biscuits thrown 
to him daily, and regales himself on such of Bill's poultry as stray into his prison, 


DANCING GIRLS. 


Mamma. Now, Henry, understand, I expressly forbid the use 
of slang and low expressions; your dear papa never used them 
when he was young, I'm sure, or if 1 had beard him I never 
would have married him. 

[Dear papa regrets his respectability nor, 


No. 4. 
A NOTE FROM ’IM. 


Se ee 


WELL 


Inveterate Joker. Say, girls, have you heard the latest ? Parkison left his wife and three children. 


Inceterate Joker (grinning). Business, my dear, business, His employers are negotiating with a large firm 


IN THE DOG LINE. 


QUITE CAP-TIVATING. 
(ioe 


(Saturday, July 25, 1891. 


THE VANISHING CAT. 
Now is the time for disappearing. 


“What say, mister? will I subscribe to the sassicty 


for the sup ion of sensational literature? Strike 
me dicky ! if you ain't worse than Sweeney Todd. Look! 
lere—yah !" 


_ 


thriving amazingly on the same.—(4). Rafty. “ Well, Bill, I ain't seen no reward 
offered yet, so I guess the best thing we can do'll be to try an’ trade ‘im orf to some 
mug. r’, ain't ‘e growed, though!” rll. “Ah! wonderful deep grow! an’ all, 
ain't ‘e?"——(5). “ Help! Fire! Blood an’ ‘ounds! Murder! Police!" ete., ete.— 
(6). No doubt it wonld have been a lesson to them to quit dog stealing, but by tlio 
time that young African lion (otherwise the “choice pup”) had finished with them, 
there wasn’t enough of them left to make it worth while. 


A DUEL IN THE OLD STYLE. 


“Must do something German now, so I prefer this sort of 
thing to eating black bread and sauerkraut.” 
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